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mournful song.  Her heart had constricted painfully,
involuntarily she had listened *
" Teega, teega, grey geese, home you fly !
Surely it's time you came and had a swim P
Surely it's time you came and had a swim,
While I, a woman, sit down and have a cry ? "
So a woman's soprano voice sang, complaining of her
accursed lot, and Aksinia lost her self-control; the tears
spurted from her eyes. She tried to find oblivion in work,
to stifle the longing which stirred about her heart. But
her tears misted her eyes, dropped on to the green leaves
of the potato plants, on to her helpless hands, and she saw
nothing and could not work. She threw down the hoe and
lay on the ground, hiding her face in her hands, giving
rein to her tears.
Only yesterday she had been cursing her life, and every-
thing around her had seemed as grey and joyless as a cloudy
day. But to-day the world seemed exultant and bright,
as though after a plentiful summer downpour. <f We too
will find our life/' she thought, abstractedly looking at the
fretted oak Jeaves flaming beneath the slanting rays of the
rising sun.
Scented, van-coloured flowers were growing close to the
bushes and in the patches of sunlight. Aksinia picked a
great armful of them, carefully seated herself not far from
Gregor and, remembering her youth, began to fashion a
garland. The result proved to be decorative and beautiful.
She sat admiring it, then thrust several rosy flowers of
eglantine into it and laid it at Gregor's head.
About nine o'clock Gregor was awakened by the neighing
of the horses, and sat up in alarm, groping around him for
his weapons.
" There's nobody here," Aksinia said quietly. " What
are you afraid of ? "
He rubbed his eyes and smiled sleepily.
" I've learnt to live like a hare. You sleep, and even in
your sleep you peep with one eye and tremble at every
sound. ... It takes a long time to get out of that habit,
girl. Have I been asleep long ? "
" No. Would you like to sleep longer ? "